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shutting oneself up in what must be one of the hottest theatres
in Europe. Playhouses whose aim is to ventilate modern
opinion should begin by ventilating themselves : a sure way to
stifle thought is to asphyxiate the thinker.
As a relief from the dull strenuousness Peter Page, Bertie
van Thai, and I sneaked off after the Wednesday matinee to
Birmingham,, where Seymour Hicks was playing. After the
theatre we bore him off to supper at the Queen's Hotel, where
Peter told us a yarn which he protested was true. He was on
a cruise, and the boat stopped at a tiny islet in the Marquesas,
visited every five years or so. Going ashore, he encountered
on the beach a youth wearing nothing but a pair of soiled
shorts. Peter told him in his best French all about the Atlantic
flights of Hughes and Corrigan. " I suppose," he added, " in
view of your isolation, you must find it a great treat to talk
to anybody? " The young man, who had done nothing but
stare, said in broad Cockney, " I don't know wot you're talk-
ing abaht, sir. I'm a steward on B deck."
Next day I took Peter and Bertie to a tiny country show,
at which we made friends with two charming little girls aged
about eight and ten. When Ego came into the ring they said,
" Nice horse ! " When the other animals entered they said,
" Nasty horse ! " " Ugly horse ! ! " " Silly horse ! !! " And
they clapped so hard that Ego won. Their mother asking me
if a show Hackney was worth a lot of money, I said, if Dear
lady, I would swop my animal for your two little girls. But
not for one of them."
After which back to the treadmill again, something relieved
by golf. The Daily Telegraph (Darlington) and Evening News
(Bergel) challenged the Observer (Ivor Brown) and the Sunday
Times (J.A.). The challengers won by two matches to one,
helped by appalling play by me, and in spite of the fact that
most of Bergel ?s tee-shots finished in the whins at silly short-
leg ! His drive has gone to pieces, largely through having more
hinges in it than a sardine tin. But he could always play his
iron shots, and his never-ending chatter must be worth at
least two holes to his side.
The only good thing that has come out of Malvern so far as
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